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“NO D— RUBBER STAMP.”

Comptroller Metz, whose vocab-

ularv seems equal to the demands
on it, says that he is “no d
rubber stamp and nobody's clerk.”

“] insist upon my right to investi-
gate every matter on which 1 am|
called upon to vote,” says the
Comptroller, “whether it be a pro-
posed franchise or a matter of seem-
ingly little importance.”

Bravo! This is the best possible
platform for— a public  official.

XN A Among city departments the Comp-
troller's office is the place of places for an inquiring spirit and a dis-
putatious mind. An efficient Comptroller should be an animated question |
mark, and the extent to which he gains the reputation of being a crank |
is ordinarily the measure of his usefulness to the community, {

The season is opportune also for the adoption !
stamp” idea in other quarters. There are the new subway contracts to!
be let; it is decidedly not a time for rubber stamps in rapid transit matters.

There are the pier leases to be adjusted to retain the ocean<arrying
trade, the Steinway tunnel grab to be investigated, the Connecting Rail-
way franchise {o be disposed of,the new bridges to be forwarded, the bridge
terminal loops, the question of additional telephone franchises, the Union
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A Busy “Day.”

By Maurice Ketten.

|

Says the HIGH-BROW: §°

By Martin Green.

“TOO bad!" mourned the lLow-Brow. “Here's John D. Rorkefeller'.'
ir’s, club-house closed because he can't get young men to kick
In and enjoy themselves there.”

“Can you blame ‘em?" asked the High-Brow. “It was certainly a
| hilarfous club-house, with one pool-table, & checker-hoard and an fce-,

cream freezer Inviting the members to cut loose and malds the place 100
like home {3 not. The gymnasium was a commodious apartment. They
couldn't hang a punching-bag fn it without taking a chance of breaking
the windows. Young Mr. Rockefeller's Intentions are good, but as a club-

iy : ! A . . T A
ferry scheme and a score of other important projects involving millions| | /7 ]
to which the city is committed or about to commit itself. | TEDDY

1S AN

It is not a time for any official to “sit like a dummy and vote on /! ,

matters he does not understand.” ANARCHST
E S MAY 9
THIRTY-FIVE LOST YEARS. { 7ro08Y

William Kelly, a life convict from New York pardoned by Gov.| /
Higgins this week, has been behind the bars for thirty-five years. He is] 1

now eighty-five. i ;Lge

/

Thirty-five lost years, more than the whole span of life of many of
the world’s greatest men! In (hat time Alexander had conquered two N n- |
tinents and been dead more than a year. Hannibal had won Cannae, Clive |
made himself master of India, Luther defied the Pope, Byron, Keats and |
Burns won imperishable fame.

When Kelly entered Sing Sing he left New York brick and 1~mwn-’
stone. He returns 1o find it steel and marble. They were just digging |
for the foundations of Brooklyn Bridge. The first trolley car was vet to!
run, the first telephone bell to ring, the first arc licht to spuncr.’ The'!
typewriter was uncreated, the business woman unbarn, Twenty-third |
street was “uptown.” The skyscraper was undreamed of. :

It is a wonderful transformation to which Kelly is suddenly intro-
duced. When Libbie Garrabrant emerged from her thirtv-four vears':
prison seclusion last December the trolley car amazed her most, The
pathetic feature of her liberty was that she found the world a wilderness
in which she was without a friend. Has Kelly, at eighty-five, the solace
of human companionship to look forward 102 Will he wish himself back
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promoter he is in
would ever get out, :

“Another thing that tended to koqp the members of the Rockefeller
club among those absent was the convictlon on their part that John D.,
jr., 1s a tight-wad. It {s currently reported in Bible-class circles that he
is a charter member of the Waste Not, Want Not Association. The mem-
bership in this aggregation of coppered spendthrifts is confined to people
who have so much that they are afraid if they let go of anything they
] . | will create a glut {n the mazuma market. >
T “John D., ir., consistently advised his class to glve up. Then he "
) vited them to join his club. When they went around to see what he wnl"\:" 3
\ giving up they found he had given up smoking. He doesn't like the smell
of tobacco, anyhow. Belng to some extent equipped with red blood, tho,

house the muaiden class, and it doesn’'t look like he

)

JURY BRox

Mmove!
[GHT 1S

W
b ;mnmhvrs of the Rockefellar, jr., clud joined organizations that keep open iu
. ’ until 11 P. M. and don't require laughter at the founders’ jokes, (I
| “This young Rockefeller has no vices, good or bad. What he doesn't i1
= 1 know about human nature is good and plenty. But he gets up every Sunday, i
] ] : and on other occaslons when he ecan butt in, and tells people what
they ought to do to be as good as he 8. It never seems to occur to him .
P | that while most Americans would like to be as rich as he s few would I
-~ | 1ike to foel the way he does about it."” [
| “You seem to think,” declared the Lown-Brow, “that the American '
| people have no use for a young milllonaire who isn't a sport.’”

“Well,” roplied the High-Brow, “the American people certainly stand '
ready to tin-can any young millionalre who four flushes.
.b o

PETIT LARCENY FOLKS

By Charles R. Barnes.

You would say so

if you saw her on the street;
Montagy, instead of Grady,
imperatively noat.

ork culture In her make-up,
hor ghoe tips to the way she does her halrg
sho passes all the Broadway loungers wake up
war Bla s a lady everywhere.

STFTETI‘. ELLA {8 a most !mpresstve lady,

But.

hrother e

Her

As an office Loy

little irks for Mr. Spender
at just four bhones a week:
! And as muoh as she can coax the kid to lend her
Sha will Blow for stuff to light a fading cheek;
Then she makes her poor old mother wash the dishes
And at the washboard rub her knuckles bare—
Jlow she roq to moest her natty daughter's wishes!
But our Ella is a4 lady everywlhere,

\ Ana—

She steals away her tired dad's enjoyment
Of the modest littla home his means afford
By her aneoring at his poorly pald employment
And her inroads on his ralny period hoard;

behind the bars, like Dickens's character? |
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Author of “THE TRUTH ABOUT TOLNA."

: Olnynu.nn into the fzint light of the open road
- without wondering anks 12 saints—silen
EYNOPBIB!OF  BRECLDING ACH ATTE alunt lering thanks to the saints—silent
Fellx Broux is page to Co Ltienpe t-l“‘»“}x‘, Ior we never spoke a word of anyv 1«
:"&. .:L;ﬁ:‘ l,)‘uklu'y}! St. Que Gilles and 1. 1 trow mademot knew
the French 1hrv>nn_l' enough, but she spoke no w \ ther
""3' :h'mhn‘u‘;'-“;‘"‘“"f.; = "“ 1“‘ naver faltered, never showed by so much as the
Mayenne's nephew, Paul de Lot turn of her head toat she suspected any dangor, !
assassinata St. Quentin. Mar ar Bill. By 1 1 ¥ ? ’ '
de Montiue, Mayvenne's ward : DI, £Yes on the dis izhts of St Denls, wa
tin from ?I nnnf".-.’ May ‘% struight slong, ha of us all the wa)
inefie - 1 5 1 '
i Egna aanfoes Stride as we mi rong fellows could
Paul's inst! never quite kKoep r
lorance Mar . > ; Vi
Alsgulse "‘] ’Q'l ¥ & )N ihe journey coild not at e Pad tretch ot
t B, Denls with the fore Prosently H et rht we
::‘r:“‘ Sy ecrvants of the Duke orevel } 1 ntly the dAdistant jigh ,\.-.. no
ety gata by an ofticer of the g longer distant, but near, nearer, ¢l I
ountersign B [ the lights of the outposts of t
(CopyTight, 1000-190L by The Century Co. All iughts Re- i started out from the coign of a wall
z N e 3 R
ot when wa had told our, ery
~ L2 |
CHAPTER XXVIII. | friendly as a brother. He ‘we oss the ro
i
|

into a nelghboring tournedbride to report to tha
oflicer of the guard, and cane hack presently
p : 5 mee w she be nf iy o s TS
¢4 Lodsa0igne cn:;:n]n‘t::r h‘x‘:lzxmx:::;:.hn:- or not i & torch and the order to take us to the Dula
servant or a Auchess ue. L . L s IS Quentin's Jodgings. {
The point is whethar these people have the It was near an hour after midnight
hov hav e ooF ass, whic 1 midr i
N\Int"lﬁllﬂll .I! they have it they can pass, Who- Denls was in hed. Save for a drowsy patrol hera
ever they are and there we met no one, Fewer than the patrola
“Phey have not,” the captain answered at once, | v M ot o AR e it bl Q! S
) 4 SR N Skt re the lanterns hur pPe3 acrogs the st
“I think you would do we!l, sir, to demand the | theso were the only izhts, for the houses war:
lady’s name. ne and al ark as bs. ‘Not till we hac
\I)ndumoise‘xlo started forward for a bold stroke 1) } SUISLIS s (,L'ﬂ‘ e tom':. o i ‘1,1‘1
; 3 cer demanded of her, “The reached the middle of the town did we see, in the
Just as the superior offic ¢ o second story of a house {n the square, a beum of

St. Denis—and Navarre!

and St

countersign?’ As he sald t.be word she Pro- yone shining through the shutter chink, |

noult‘xced distinctly her name; ‘“Some one in mischief.” Gilles nointed |
“Lorance" —— e S e ) i
“Bnough!" the colone] sald instantly. Pass AY: ! IRDENOG tA% son iy, (YDUF GORET T ol

| where he lodges, over the eaddler's.” |

them tbrough, Gullbert." BT clred wl he biitt o e Coabel R
" ; S in stood in & mull, but no more| ~11& knocked with the butt of his musket on the|
The yRUnE Sabaid 2ol i shutter above creaked open, and a

5 R |deor. 'IMae
be,‘f‘\’r};g&fg ‘(;‘u’;‘m‘}’F Xa “Why didp't | Yolce—monsleur'a volce—asked, '‘\Who's thera?”

" Mademoiselle was concealed i{n the embrasure

she give it to me? 2 A et Ry d teoned badk int
ours 1 uperior gave sharp|©f the doorway; Gilles and I stepped back luto
Stir yourself, sirl" his supert & o | the street where monsieur could see us. |

muttered.

v “They have the countersign; pass s i . |
,j‘f,“;:“‘;{fi’(‘,u,,?“’ heYs & §o: P “(i{lles Forestier aud Felix Broux, monsleur,
b I bag P v

As the gates clanged into place behind us Gliles 5"'_,’\,1"_'(;’".‘. Paris, with news. [

stopped short {n his tracks to say, as if address-|  AHER it on “ A, |

ing the darkness before him: “Am I, Gilles, aw _LM‘ . ('- it all right, M. le Duc?" the sentry asked,
- asleen? Are we Paris or are we on the St |° B+

;l: ﬂrl“:'." LALE e in y "1 “Yes monsieur
enls road? B ) P

“Oh, come, come!” Mademolsella hastened us
A.l', WIdadoWw

answered, closing the shutt:

i by
Vit

» gnlute to K
then,"” to us, went
Left in darkness, we pri
step on the flags of the
the bolts, He

the Wi

L nod of “Goodby,

g half to a8 wa went:
I sqw he could not make us oat ==
for friends or thought my nanie might | H=4ia
turn the scale. Mayenne always gives a name | all and
for a countersign: to-night, by n marvel, it was '"

hoerself

on, murmuring
you kind saints!

il 1o his post.

entl

monsieur's

the clatter of

1o
quigk
foes; | 3

aoneg

1o

mine!" | zon?" he sald instantly.

1 like not to t_?!'n‘.c often of th 'yﬂ'-"' mile tramp | s amoiselle, evouching in the shodow of the
to St. Denls. The road w K, vutty and In| gogr-post, pushed me forward. 1 saw 1 was (0

- . fron i hit raln, | 10y
plicos  still mis ) tell him,
Ntrange shadows dogged us @ &, Way 5 “""i '_‘.1»1:\“ ir, e was arrestad and driven to tl
times they were only bishes or wayside s H"ﬂ-in;un:{.~ to-night between 7 and 8 Lucas—Panl
but solmuuu:-\.x-x.- y m';\' - l.:s,.‘-‘ Vits not '»'.\ :t"l" Lorralne-—went to the governor at wore that
“.0” country, bhut 1.:1»_\‘m('.. vl pienty ;“ Etienne killed t .“-;-‘..'\v Ponto 1
and as dangerous, T PTH-( wrmy-— the Rue Count 15 It wa 1 Liled 1iim
beggars, feagues and footpads-—h like e |2 u" :-”:1 Mayenne o, Ml 1\ Mphtinaheke
cowardly beasts of prey they were, ahout the ont-{y 100 And here Jg madenofsel
A 1 » J W T 1 I LT < i

gkirts of the clity, Did a leaf rustle we ) At the word she came out of the shadow and
dald a shambling stiape In the gioom whine foriaawly gver the threshold,

alma we made ready for onset. Gllles vroduced e larm pagsion had ewept her to the
from some place n.’_ meealment--his tin orh ) {the 1T | 8t. Quent| v whirlwingd
Jeggings or romewhere—a brace of plstols, and pa a lenf. She had comae wl ht o

wo walked with tinger-on trigger, taking eor berse!f, without pause, with But ne
whenever a rustle in the grass, a shadow in the | {he fivet hont of hor Impulse was gone.  Her long
bushes seomed to !‘.]fn‘w us, to talk loud snd [tramp had left her faint and weary, and hera sha
cheerfully of common things, the lttle interests | hind to face not an equerry and a page, lers Lo

of & humble staticn, Thanks to this diplomacy | command, but a great duke, the enemy of her) osas

or the pistol barrels shining {a the faint stariight | house
none molested us, though we encountered moro |
than one mysterious company. We never passed |

Sho came blughfully in her peasant dre
shoes dirty from the common road, halr rufiled

by the night winds. to show harself for the first | hear
{nto the gloom under an arch of trees without the | time to her lover's' father, opposer of her hop:s, | hor

AAsEAsLALeS,

i

Wi i \
v R RAL VY
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resolution to fight for ©ur lives. Wa Dever came thwarter of her marrtnse. Proud and shy, xhel Monsieur led her into e lttle square parior at,scarcely audible thanks, and sat, barely touching
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by Berthe Mun

the wine
nes with

a2 mog

glaneced

spenk

him he could not

seeined to him discourteons to press her; he | With the livellest curlosity end amusement he

waited for her to explain her presence {surveyed the top of mademotselle's bent head And
[ wanted to shake mademoiselle. With a dozen wur's puzzled, troubled countenance.

swift words. with a glance of her blue cyes, shaj Ais fs no grisette, sire,” monsieur answered,

could sweep monsicur off nis feot as she had his manuer changed in an Instant to one of ut-

swept Vigo, And instead she sat there, most deference,

swoeet

from

Vo~ f‘\ Yes, her larceny !s felt by every mambar
A4 d’ Of the household, #o the nelghbors ell declare—
- | But 12 you should hear their chattar, pleage remember
‘ That our Ella !s a lady everywhere,

Tha king, leaving his companion to close
door, was acrogs tiie room in threa strides.

“l am come to look after you, St. Quentin,” he
cried, Jaughing. “I eannot have my council broken
up by pretty grisettes. The precedent is danger-
ous."

to her lips, crumbling the biscuit into
restless fingers, making the pretense of
1] serve as excuse for her silence. Monsieur

at her, puzzled-wise, waiting for h'-r_ Lo
. Had the Infanta Isabella visit
bheen more surprised, [t

come to

have

ing to Jook at him, ke a child cauaft st g mademoiselle™ he begged, as If her ap- |
g, She had found words to defend herself | pearance were the most natural and desirable :
the teasing tongues at the Hotel de lor-| theug in the world. “I could wish it were my .
o plead for me, to lash Lucas, to move | Rood adversary Mayenne himself who was come \§

raine,
Mayenne

labu

to admiration
champlon, the haughty great lady, the frank lover, |

but n
merin

Had monsiens attacked her with blunt ques-;

tions,

had brought her this strange road at such amaz- |
ing hc

necds

| quickly have kindled her fire agaln.

other
given
easlly
teous
could

of his enemy's house, ward of the man who had
| schemed to kill
lured his son to disaster, bt oL (AL
| sence; M. Ftienne’s plight was more to him than | We will not defay you further, but be at pains to
| mademolselle’s.
[ tmpatiently to me.

e

Before I could answer him the door behind ug | Kiss, when sho, lke a child that sees itself losing
| Opene

dor.

black.

thin-f
! oyon

colid.

his beard and curling hair, worn away from his |

sleur

to treat with us; but be assured his cousin shall
lack no courtesy."

She swayed lightly to her feet, raising her face
to the king's. Into his countenance, which mir-
'rored his emotions like a glass, came a quick de~
Hght at the sight of her. The color waxed and
waned In her cheeks; her hreath fluttered uncer-
tainly; her eyves, anxlous, eager, searched his face:

“I ery Your Majesty's good pardon,” she fal-
tered. “l had urgent business with M. de St
Quentin—I did not guess he was with Your Maj-
| esty''——

“The king's buslness Is glad to step aside for

but she could not find one syl-
She had been |
the stout

himself;
for the Duke of St. Quentin,
the lzughing coquetts,

ow she was the shy child, blushing, stam-
g, congtrained,

had he demanded of her up and down what

yur and in such unfitting company, she must
have answercd, and, once started, she would
Had he, on
part, with a smile, an encouraging word, | - ST
her ever o little a push, she had gone on | }o&xrs, mademolselie.
enough. But he did neither. He was cour- | She curtseyed, Llushing, hiding her eyes under
and cold. Partly was his coldness real; ho | their sooly lashes; thinking as I did-I made no
not look on her as other than the daughtnr‘g"‘“}m aere was a king indeed, His Majesty went
; A : L | “I et vell belleve, mademolselle, 'tl Il
. will-o'-the-wisp who had| T can we 4 , 'tIs no trifling
B Partly “.ux" mere ab- matter brings you at midnight to our rough camyp.
remember that {f {n anything Henry of France
can ald you he stands at your command.”
He made a noble bow and took her hand to

When she gpoke not he turned o

11 me, Felix, all about it."”

a protector, clutehed his hand in her lttle trem-
bling fingers, her wet eves fixed ifmploringly on
his faee. Ile beamed upon her; he felt no desire
whalever to be gone

“Am I to stay?” he asked radiantly;
grave gentleness he added: “Mademoiselle {s {n
trouble.  WIIl she bring her trouble to the king?
That s what a king is for—to ease his subjects’
burdens.”

1 to admit two gentlemen, shoulder to shoul-
They were dressed much alike, plainly, in

One was about thirty years of age, tall,
1eed and dark, and of a gravity and dignity |
d his vears. Living was serious business to|
his eves were thoughtful, steady and a little
His companion wis some ten years older:

then with

Madimeisslle ewept a curtseya!mest to the ground. | forehead by the helmet's chafing, were already )
- Str——— ' N L= e ey et o e e e ey st e i) sprinkled with gray. He had a great beak of a She could not spesk; she made him her obei-
th orstl and o moment, | the end of the passage, It was Just behind the | oo Gng dark-gray eyes as keen as a hawk's, and su_llx'r: with a look out of the depths of her =oul.
iftink 1 ' I peaking, Hke a bird | ghop, I know, it smell o of leacher, It was doubts | o o0y of amazing life and vim, The alr about l'-"'“ ‘"‘"‘}"“ my subject, mademolselle?" ho
Is moyerent would  sturtle into | Jess the sitting and catlng reom of the saddler’s | yig spemed to tingle with i, We had all dnuc"l""'z'“"?"l slyly. |
faimly.  Monsieur set nis canile down on the hig | something, we others; we were no shirks or slug- oae ;‘hUUk the f":‘-rﬂ from her lashes and found
i 1 i n I e K Ll as! wabie in the middie; then, on socond thought, te “k.,:.ml.w, but the force in him put us out, penny lit.l""\.'(il\'l.' and her smile to answer;
ue-tied as she kit it her as it ue conld | it up again and Iis;h?‘;.l two iron sconces on the cnndlos before the sun. 1 deem not Jeanne the Sire, 1 \‘vns :\‘m‘u- Liguense thig morning. But
Heve e v ¢ real. Then us tha | wall, Maid did any marvel when sho recognized King 1 r;m::* here hn..'t Navarralse, and now I swear I
projonged : o frighten her “pray sit, mademolselle, and rest,” be biade, for [ oyapies at Ghinon. Here was 1, a common lout, | &1 ‘;"‘””)’ one.” !
01N P iy have fonred ;| ghe was starting up in neryousness grom tho chalr | pocew weard a heavenly voice in all my days, yet| .\‘m\', that s good hearing!” the king cried.
I» ruised roeyes 10 where he bad put heg, 1 will return inoa mo=j oGt the flick of an eye that this was Henpl | "Such & reerult from Mayenne!  Also is it heart-
el Arintie: 4 ‘n,lllfg.“; 1uli:«-nv'rrillmlt my conversion is not the
S e AAL PRECIEOE L When D hai gong ““m‘.”'" room,lisald 1o ke, I was hot and cold and trembling, my heart 9“@’ ""“:‘" ‘()"'t n the world. It has taken me
to her , half hesitating, yet eagoerly: s a8 o to choke.me. I had never five months to turn my coat, but here is made-
¢, you ! ( ney. Yo “Mademoiselle, yon were never afraid on the | pounding Ull it was ik BRelrrnsan oI | | moiselle turns hers in a day.”
¥ Let mo alva ) e refroshment: | wayv. whire there was good cause for fear. But|dreamed of finding myself in the RSO t'l. w'.u‘! He had glanced over his shoulder to point this
¥ ) (2 now there {8 nothing to dread.” | never H:um;ln to face any .’nfx\u gH‘d ‘1| "'""_‘,T_“;‘ :mu to his gentleman, but now he faced about in
n \ had non  She rose and fluitered round the walls of the!duke, For the moment 1 was utle '(‘ ld 'T”",” U tiine to eatch his recruit looking triste again.
it { (L no cont. looking for eomething. 1 thought it was|Then [ hethought me iaas F;ml l‘]" g '1“.“ RS “Mademoigelle,” he sald, “vou are beautiful |
v word, escort down for o wav of escape, but it was not, for she passad | knees given to man, and 1 slid down quletly t?”m rrave; but as you had the graciousness to show '
¢ But as she went she flung me au the three doors and came back to her place with | floor, hoping 1 did rh:lht. l".” W“N“nf £or 'm,y me just now, still more beautiful smiling. Now .
Jdance; 1 was to come too, Gilles bolted an air of dieappointment, smoothing the loose 'm"mr'ff”“t iniany cabh.L wks oo SmMAL 10 81V8 .oy are going to arrange matterg go that you will®
rain and sut dows to wall on the stadr- | strands of her hair. great oflense, amile always, Will you tell me -
it 1. thongh my lovd had not bidden we, | “T never bofore went anywhere unmasked,” she| Mademolselle started out of her chalr and ' ble, my chi)l(l?" 2 what is the trou
ved nim and mademolsclle, It froubled me | murmured. gwept a curtsey almost to the ground, holding the ' (To Be Continued.)
e should g6 dread him--him, the warmest  Monsicur entered with a salver containing a sil- | lowly pose !ike a lady of marble, Only monsieur 7P g
{ all men., But if ehe needed me to give | yer cup of wine and some Rheims biscuit, He remained standing as he was, as it a king was an -ri'.'.r.'::'of‘:.‘.‘?:.'::‘..’:"«u'.',’o.'.f.%'l'::'.!“‘m" ::2 ’
confidence hore I wus offered it to her formally; she accepted with |every-day affair with him. I always thought mon- Jlow “The Helmet of Navarre,” on 'ln'; 10, I

a great man, put now I knew it The Evening World,

) { 1
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